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Over the years, Fve been tied in more ways than I can 
remember, both on and off camera. While I always have my 
favorite positions, Fm constantly getting to try out new and even 
bizarre ways of being tied. Since Fve been a bondage model, Fve 
been put into some of the wildest poses imaginable. 
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I love the feel of the ropes, tightly 
bound against my skin. Binding 
someone securely and keeping it tight 
is not as easy as you might think. 

Very few people know how to tie 
me in such a way that when I struggle 
the ropes won’t come loose. The only 
way to keep me from escaping, is for 
the ropes to be cinched so tight that 
they bite into my flesh. I love it 


when I know I can’t free my bonds 
and am helpless to my Master’s 
every whim. 

Over the years I’ve built up a 
tolerance, and I’m now able to 
maintain the most strenuous posi¬ 
tions for hours at a time and I love 
it! Through several of my bondage 
experiences, I have been able to get 
it, as tight as I like it. 





























MY fffTERMOST FAIiTASY 
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They seemed to come from out of nowhere. 

H A hand clamped down over my mouth. My 

^ arms were grabbed, restraining me. Before 
I could even get a ghmpse of my captors, a bhndfold 
came down over my eyes. I tried to scream, but my 
cries were muffled. The strong hand just pressed 
down even harder, painfully digging into my jaw. 
Another hand gripped a handful of hair. I struggled 
and kicked as hard as I could, but the harder I 
fought, the harder they held me. My arms were 
cruelly stretched out, as the unrelenting hand dug 
even deeper into my jawbone. In an effort to get 
them to relax their grip, I stopped struggling. 

Thankfully, the pressure on my mouth and 
arms eased up. I was not released, though. My 
arms were brought around behind my back. I 





couldn’t tell at first what they were 
doing behind me, since I was bhnd- 
folded, but as my wrists were squeezed 
together by some sort of cord, it all 
became clear. They were tying me 
up! I instinctively fought to get away, 
but again, their grips tightened and 
the pain set in. I forced myself to be 
still. I had my first lesson in submis¬ 
sion as I stood there passively while 
they tied my wrists together. I kept 
as still as possible, on the outside, 
that is. On the inside, I was coming 
apart. My mind was racing. Who 
were these people? How many were 
there? I figured that there must be 
at least three, since one person had a 
hold of my hair with his other hand 
over my mouth, and by the way that 
my arms were stretched, I guessed 
that there must have been one per¬ 
son on each arm. But it all became so 
vague without any vision. For all I 
know, there could have been a half a 
dozen. All I knew was that I was 
overpowered. I had no choice but to 
submit to them. 

My heart froze at what came 
next. My ankles were held while 
someone else’s hands reached under 
my skirt and swiftly pulled my pant¬ 
ies down. Oh God! There didn’t 
seem to be much doubt as to their 
intentions now. I was about to be 
raped! 

The hand came away from my 
mouth. As I realized that I had the 
abihty to scream now and opened my 
mouth to do so, something was stuffed 
into it. There was something strange 
about it that I couldn’t seem to place. 

Then it dawned on me. The 
taste! They had stuffed my mouth 
with my own panties! I felt so hu- 
mihated! I didn’t have long to dwell 
on this, though. 

My attention was captured by a 
strange ripping soimd. Now what 
was that? I didn’t have to wait to find 
out. A hand was pressed over my 
mouth, but when the hand pulled 
back, I couldn’t open my bps. They 
had taped my mouth shut! A wave of 
helplessness washed over me. They 
could do anything they wanted to 
me. 

I expected to be thrown down 
any second, to feel my legs drawn 
apart, but they surprised me. In¬ 
stead I felt them tying my ankles 
together. Now how were they plan¬ 
ning on raping me with my legs tied 
together? What’s going on here? I 
was reheved, but at the same time 
confused. I stood there, bound hand 


and foot and securely gagged. I heard 
only my heart poimding and my rapid 
breath as I waited, supported by one 
of my captors. Bhndfolded, with my 
ankles tied together, I had lost my 
sense of equilibrium making me 
dependent upon my kidnapper to 
keep me from falling. I needed him. 
I prayed that he wouldn’t leave me 
standing alone. 

Finally, I heard a noise. I heard 
some shuffling noises from some¬ 
where behind me. I started to turn 
around, nearly losing my balance in 
the process, and was, thankfully, 
held up by my abductor. The noise 
grew closer, and then I heard a thud, 
hke something was dropped on the 
floor. My ears tuned in to catch any 
clue as to what was in store for me 
next. I heard metal chcking and a 


subtle squeek hke a hinge. I won¬ 
dered what was making all these 
noises and what it meant to me, but 
I was distracted from this when I felt 
another hand grab one of my bound 
arms and the sleeve of my blouse 
being pulled up. There was a cold 
wet feehng at the inside of my elbow 
and then.. .Ouch! There was a sharp 
prick on the same spot. What had 
they done? 

The man who held me picked me 
up and carried me a few feet. I was 
set down again and forced to kneel 
down. I sensed something aroimd 
me and to my dismay, soon reahzed 
what it was. As I was pushed down 
even further, so that I was laying 
curled up on my side, I realized that 
I was being put into some kind of box. 
As I reahzed what my worst fear 
continued on page40 
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You could feel the heat rise the instant they 
met. The electricity between them was incredible. 
The temperature rose so high in the room, the pho¬ 
tographer was just about forced to splash cold 
water on himself in order to be able to continue. 

It all started as a routine shoot with Kiri Kelly. 


We had met Sondra at a convention and decided to 
do a female dominant shoot. We weren’t sure how 
they would react to each other, but with Kiri in it we 
were sure that we would get some exciting shots. To 
our surprise and dehght, you could see something 
special starting to happen between them. 













































After a very short amount of time, 
they no longer needed us to instruct 
them which way to pose. They just 
started doing what came naturally for 
the camera. All our photographer had 
to do was sit and shoot. They acted as 
if they didn’t realize anyone else was in 
the studio. They totally forgot that the 
camera was there. 

Mistress Sondra held her lovely 
bootclad leg to Kiri’s waiting mouth. 
Kiri knew instinctively what to do, she 
had done it for Jay Dee many times be¬ 
fore. She carefully and lovingly started 
hcking the high spiked heel and then 
ran her tongue over the toe of her Mis¬ 
tress’s shiny leather boot. Kiri loves 
hcking boots and it showed by the way 
ran her long tongue over every inch of 
Sondra’s boots. Kiri knows that a good 
pair of leather boots are made 
for....hcking. 

The spanking sequence really 
turned up the heat, in more ways than 
one. Each time Mistress Sondra’s hand 
struck Kiri’s flesh, Kiri’s body would 
jerk and her breathing would get heav¬ 
ier. You could tell that Kiri was really 
enjoying the experience, but, she wasn’t 
the only one. When Sondra saw the de- 
hghtful way Kiri reacted to her spank¬ 
ing, she started hcking her lips. Both 
women were obviously having a won¬ 
derful time. 

After Kiri was tightly bound to the 
metal frame. Mistress Sondra stripped 
her down, exposing her dehghtful soft 
white flesh. As the photographer con¬ 
tinued to snap pictures, he noticed 
that Sondra’s hand lingered in certain 
sensitive areas a httle longer than nec¬ 
essary, but it made for some great ex¬ 
pressions on both of their faces. 

Sondra turned Kiri aroxind so she 
could inspect her gorgeous bottom and 
made a comment about how it wasn’t 
red enough. To remedy the situation, 
she grabbed a studded paddle from a 
box of equipment and started swing¬ 
ing on Kiri’s bare bottom. For what 
seemed hke a half an hour she paddled 
Kiri’s rear end until it turned a bright, 
cherry red. Whether Kiri’s moans 
during Mistress Sondra’s skillful ad¬ 
ministrations were from passion of pain, 
we can’t be certain. Finally Sondra’s 
arm got tired and she decided to try a 
different approach. She gently ca¬ 
ressed Kiri’s glowing bottom, feehng 
the heat emanating from it, and said 
‘‘Now that’s more like it!” 

& 
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I saw the flash of the whip, 
pain traveling cwross my thighs-an 
unavoidable scream escaped from 
my throat, 

continued from page 15 


would be, it happened. I sensed 
something closing in on top of me 
and then heard the clicking sound 
again, reahzing that it was sealing 
my fate. ‘‘NO!” I screamed into my 
gag. Panic threatened to set in. I 
was boimd and gagged and locked 
inside some kind of box. I struggled 
against my bonds, but felt my strength 
slowing slipping away. I was getting 
so sleepy! “Come on, girl! Stay 
awake!” I told myself. “YouVe got to 
get loose!” My mind kept telling my 
hands to struggle, to try to get to a 
knot, but they wouldn’t move. They 
felt like they were made of lead. “Oh 
Grod! Fve been drugged!” I knew 
what that sharp prick was now. 
Though it didn’t seem to matter 
an3miore....I just wanted to sleep.... 

...I just wanted to roll over, but I 
didn’t want to wake up yet. It felt so 
good to sleep...I’ll just keep my eyes 
shut and gently roll over, and maybe 
I’ll just fall back into the dream I was 
having...My eyes snapped open as 
the realization struck me. I couldn’t 
roll over! The ceiling was the first 
thing I saw. The second was the rope 
securing my ankles to each of the 
bedposts. I franticly looked around, 
discovering that each limb was also 
tied to each comer. My breath caught 
in my throat upon the last thing that 
I noticed...! was NAKED! 

Instinctively, I tried to reach for 
something to cover myself with, but 
found it futile, with my arms pinned 
down as they were. I pulled against 
the ropes, but they only got tighter. 
I studied the ropes, looking for knots. 
Whoever did this knew what they 
were doing. The knots were well 
hidden behind the bedposts, well out 
of reach. Then it struck me - who¬ 
ever did this saw me naked as well! 
My head swam with the gj^er possi¬ 
bilities. Had they already raped me?! 
My legs were spread wide to the 
comers of the bed. I was so exposed! 
They could have done anything they 
hked to me. My senses became alive 
throughout my loins. I searched for 
the familiar soreness and swelled 
feehng that I get after sex. I rested a 
httle easier when I didn’t find it. As 


I became so aware of how easily I 
could be touched “there”, I also be¬ 
came aware that my hps tingled and 
swelled at the thought of it. Ashamed, 
I forced my attention to the subject at 
hand. I looked around the room, 
noticing how comfortably it was 
decorated. My kidnappers appar¬ 
ently weren’t poverty stricken. Study¬ 
ing the room, my gaze was captured 
by the standing mirror in the comer. 
In it, I codld see the reflection of my 
nude body stretched across the bed. 
I could feel the moisture between my 
legs as my attention was again 
brought back to my exposed pussy. I 
tried to tear my eyes from the mirror, 
alm ost wishing that I was blindfolded 
again, but wherever I looked, I was 
acutely aware of my naked body. 
Every nerve ending stood at atten¬ 
tion. I prayed that they wouldn’t 
come in now and discover that I was 
excited. Then again, how long would 
I have to remain bound, spread-eagled 
hke this? My muscles were begin¬ 
ning to ache from their restriction 
from movement. I wanted someone 
to come in and yet I feared what they 
were going to do to me once they did. 
I laid there and waited, wishing I 
could get my mind to concentrate on 
something other than my flushed 
and excited body. 

The spell of my thoughts was 
broken by the sound of the door 
opening. A beautiful woman with 
soft brown hair entered the room. 
Following her was an equally stun¬ 
ning blonde. Theywere both dressed 
in a similar fashion in a simple wisp 
of chiffon, held up by a clasp at one 
shoulder. It barely came down to the 
tops of their shapely thighs, though 
it still could not conceal their charms 
as the material was quite transpar¬ 
ent. Their small waists were accen¬ 
tuated by a gold chain, held in place 
by a gold lock. They stood at the 
comers of the bed, silently feasting 
their eyes upon my body, just as I 
noticed that I was doing the same. I 
snapped myself out of this spell. ‘Who 
are you?” I asked. “Why have you 
done this to me?” Both of them stood 
there, saying nothing. Their eyes 
seemed to reach out, though as if 


they wanted to speak. “Why don’t 
you say something?” I demanded. 

“Because they are well trained,” 
came a man’s voice from the door¬ 
way. Then he stepped into the room 
and into view. I was stunned by the 
vision in black before me. Standing 
in black leather boots, black leather 
pants, and a black silk shirt was a 4 
handsome older gentleman. 

“Wh-what’s going on here?” I 
stammered out, vainly trying to pull 
my knees together in a hopeless ef¬ 
fort to hide my exposed private parts. 

‘You are not to speak unless asked 
a direct question. Do you under¬ 
stand?” He looked directly into my 
eyes, waiting for an answer. 

“How can you expect me not to 
ask questions?” I defiantly retorted, 
boldly returning his stare. Too late I 
reahzed that all along he had been 
holding a cabu-nine whip in his hand. 
As if in slow motion, I saw the flash 
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of the whip, pain traveling across my 
thighs-an imavoidable scream es¬ 
caped from my throat. Pain, not 
words had been his reply and I quickly 
thought twice about opening my 
mouth again... 

“That was not an answer to my 
question,” he calmly said. “Now, do 
you understand?” 

Still feehng the sting across my 
thigh, I quietly said “Yes,” though I 
still let the anger show in my eyes. 

“That will be Yes, Sir’ or Yes, 
Master’.” As he spoke, his green eyes 
regarded me with a cool intensity 
that sent a chill down my spine. 

Softening my tone and look, I 
rephed ‘Yes, Sir.” 

“That’s better,” he said, empha¬ 
sizing his satisfaction with a gentle 
caress of his gloved hand down the 
center of my chest. I was keenly 
aware of how he could touch me 
anywhere he wished. My heart was 
fluttering as the leather covered finger 
traced its line down past my navel, 
inching its way toward my pubic 
hair. Just as I felt the first hairs 
being stroked, the hand pulled away. 
Though his touch was no longer there, 
I still felt a current of electricity 
running between my breasts and 
down my stomach, though it didn’t 
stop where his finger did, but contin¬ 
ued down to my clit. Flushed with 
embarassment, my legs strained 
against the ropes which kept them 
spread apart. 

So many thoughts tumbled 
though my head. I was struggling to 
hold on to some sense of reality. I 
stiU wondered who these people were. 
What did they want from me? What 
was to be my eventual fate? I wasn’t 
able to find out for fear of the punish¬ 
ment if I spoke. Besides, I still was 
having a hard time keeping my mind 
on anything but my vulnerable, 
exposed body. 

The man in black stood and 
walked to the foot of the bed to stand 
between the two lovely ladies. I 
wanted to speak, but couldn’t. I 
wanted to cover myself, to hide my 
nudeness fi"om the three sets of eyes 
that were devouring my body, but 
the ropes which kept my arms and 
legs stretched to the comers pre¬ 
vented this. 

After what seemed like an eter¬ 
nity of being on display for my three 
exotic captors, the man in black 
grabbed each girl by the arm and 
gently shoved them towards the bed. 
They smiled at him, and walked 


around to the sides of the bed. Each 
crawled onto the bed and sat on ei¬ 
ther side of me. He came toward the 
foot of the bed and began to crawl 
onto it himself. On hands and knees, 
he slowly crept over my bound body, 
dragging his leather covered legs 
over my naked skin as he did so. He 
settled himself on my chest. His 
shiny leather boots pressed at my 
sides. His leather pants bmshed 
against my breasts. Setting the whip 
down, he reached around behind his 
back, pulling something out of his 
back pocket. Unfolding it, he stretched 
a long white cloth before my eyes. 
My arms futiley tugged at my bonds 
as he leaned towards me with the 


cloth. The girls grabbed my head 
from either side and lifted it as the 
cloth was brought down over my 
eyes and tied behind my head. Eve¬ 
rything went black. How I wanted to 
speak! But I was .terrified. I wanted 
to know what they were going to do 
to me next, but at the same time...I 
was afi-aid to find out. 

It began. Almost a tickling sen¬ 
sation. Fingers touching my face 
and hair so very lightly. My neck 
gently caressed. A finger traced the 
outline ofmy parted lips. His finger? 
He must have taken off* his gloves, 
because I couldn’t tell whose fingers 
were whose. My hps twitched - it 
tickled - I wanted to scratch them. 



















but couldn’t. Fingers were traveling 
up my arms, down my neck onto my 
chest. They slowly circled my breasts. 
My breath .was coming so fast - I 
kept trying to slow it down - to con¬ 
trol my body’s reactions ~ I couldn’t 
give them the satisfection ~ I couldn’t 
give in -- but it felt so delicious.... 

It stopped! The hands withdrew. 
I felt the leather shp over my body 
and off of me. Every nerve ending 
searched the darkness for sensation. 
I could still feel the tinghng over my 
flesh where their fingers had touched 
me. Reahzing that my body was un¬ 
consciously writhing, I willed it to 
stop moving. 

Where were they? I listened, 
trying to pick up some clue. I sensed 
some sort of movement around the 
bed. I wondered where I would be 
touched next. 

I gasped. As suddenly as the 
devihsh fingers stopped, they started 
again. I felt something tickling each 
foot. My squirming legs strained 
against the ropes tr3ring to escape 
the unrelenting fingers. 

“Don’t make a soimd,” he warned, 
“or you’ll be gagged, then whipped.” 
I fought to remain calm, but the 
tickling fingers were almost too much 
to bear. I was being tickled under my 


arms, down my sides and on the soles 
of my feet, all at the same time. My 
entire body felt electrified. After 
what seemed hke an eternity of this 
torture, I finally felt the fingers pull 
away. Shivers ran down my body as 
every nerve ending stood at atten¬ 
tion waiting for the next attack. In 
the darkness under the blindfold, 
reality became lost. I thought I felt 
someone touch me here, then there, 
but it was so light, that I couldn’t tell 
if I was imagining it or not. It was 
almost like httle itches all over. I 
wanted to scratch them so badly, but 
bound hand and foot, stretched out 
like this, I was incapable of scratch¬ 
ing any itches. It was maddening. 

What was even morediscon- 
certing, was that aU these httle prick¬ 
les seemed to cause a chain reaction 
and end up at my cht and nipples. 
How I wanted to be touched there. 
To have THAT itch scratched - but 
NO! — I couldn’t GIVE IN to my 
captors! I felt betrayed by my body 
as I caught myself writhing in my 
bonds. Just as I fought to still my¬ 
self, I was startled by the touch of 
fingers running up my inner thighs. 
I gasped as I felt sensations in the 
center of my chest as well. Lines 
were being traced around the out¬ 


side edges of my breasts. The fingers 
on my legs inched their way closer to 
my crotch. Teasingly, they also circled 
the “intended area.” I pleaded si¬ 
lently in my mind, though for what, 
I couldn’t decide. I wanted them to 
stop touching me, but shamefully, I 
also wanted those circles to get 
smaller. 

Ever so slowly, they did. I felt 
the soft caresses around my breasts 
creeping in a spiral towards my 
nipples, taunting them just aroimd 
the edges, without touching the 
nipples directly. They ached to be 
touched, sucked, pinched, but the 
circles continued. At the same time, 
the edges ofmypussyhps were being 
tormented. The fire that was ignited 
in me needed to be quenched. Noth¬ 
ing else mattered. It didn’t matter 
that I was a prisoner. I had surren¬ 
dered to my passions. Wantonly, I 
undulated my hips, begging for sat¬ 
isfaction. ...but the teasing contin¬ 
ued. My nipples and cht were scream¬ 
ing to be caressed. They would come 
so close... 

My desire continued to build and 
build. Finally, helplessly lost in a 
torrent of imcontrollable passion, I 
cried out “Please!” But the torment 
continued. 

‘You spoke. You will have to be 
whipped for that,” his velvety smooth 
voice stated. 

The image of my naked, bound 
body squirming under the stinging 
kisses of the cat-o-nine flashed 
through my mind. It only served to 
enflame me more. All I could utter 
was another “Please!” 

‘You will submit to your punish¬ 
ment?” he asked. 

‘Yes...Master” I whispered. I 
knew inside that I was submitting 
too much, much more. I had never 
known such dehcious sensations 
before. A new world of passion had 
opened up for me. I knew I could 
never go back. I would submit to the 
whip. I would submit to any sensa¬ 
tion they chose to give me. I be¬ 
longed to the passion. I belonged to 
them. 

My mouth was stuffed with a 
wad of leather. His glove, I sur¬ 
mised. I sucked on the leather and 
moaned into it as the teasing fingers 
circled in on their “targets.” Explod¬ 
ing into ecstasy, I began my new life 
of submission. 
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